THE FLOOD                                     1145
and, as if an actual hand had smitten the scales from his eyes,
his awareness of these things transformed in a second the whole
cast of his feelings. "Yes, I ought to have got up earlier, much
earlier!" he said. "You are right, Trent. You are quite right. No,
no, my precious," he went on, addressing Crummie now and
speaking calmly and sadly. "We do what we can, but we are all
weak ... all blind and weak. Well! come . . . come . . .
come . * . Let us go on and save all we can. One minute, though,
my dear si" With the familiar expression "my dears" the old dark
fire resumed its accustomed glow in Bloody Johnny's eyes. He
dropped Crummie's hand and began searching in his pockets.
Presently he brought out a brandy flask and quickly untwisted
its glass stopper. "Here, sonny," he cried, in a tone he might
have used to Elphin Cantle or Steve Lew, "take a swig of this
and finish it if you can. You'll be feverish soon."
Abashed and uneasy, Paul Trent, instead of putting out his
hand to take the proffered liquour, addressed himself nervously
to Crummie. "You'd better not come any further, Miss Geard,"
he said. "They'll have taken your mother off by this time. You'd
better make straight for Wirral. Depend on it you'll find her
there now. That's just how people come to grief, wading madly
through the water to get to their homes."
But Crummie tossed these words aside. "Drink what he gives
you, when you have the chance," she said, "and don't be silly."
Under the weight of the combined authority of father and
daughter Paul Trent received the brandy from the Mayor and
put it to his lips. Deep and long did he drink; and when he re-
turned the flask his voice had a very different tone. "Avanti!" he
cried. "Let's get into any boat that can carry us, and do some
more roof-climbing!"
The last few hours in the life of Paul Trent had been more
stirring and exciting than any he had ever known; and there
came now to both father and daughter one of the queerest sen-
sations they had ever known when from the raised footpath under
the great Tithe Barn they actually encountered those rushing
waters. The first sight of that brownish flood, flecked with foam
that had ceased to be foam, foam that had become a whitish
scum entangled with every sort of floating refuse, was something